196              ENGLAND'S   HOUR

That afternoon a friend and I attend, as visitors
and observers, an Emergency Relief Committee
convened by the Society of Friends at an
East End Settlement close to the Bow Road,
where a vigorous group of young men from
a Qjiaker training centre in Birmingham has
arrived to help in tackling the social problems
created - by the bombing of the crowded
boroughs. As the usual route is now out
of action, we make our way to the Bow Road
by a complicated series of much-impeded con-
veyances,

"Thank God," I think, as we drive between
its damaged houses, "that 'Uncle George' has
passed beyond reach of the grief which the
suffering of his old constituency would have
caused him!"

Just as we arrive, the siren goes for the hun-
dredth time, and our committee meeting is held
in a white-washed dug-out beneath the Settle-
ment, with a concrete ceiling and cushions on the
floor.

Only a few days earlier, an aerial torpedo
has fallen just outside the Settlement, turning
the surrounding region into a devastated area
which I can now compare without reservation to
the shattered towns that I saw in France at the
end of the last war. It is hardly surprising that
we share our business meeting with a number of
- mothers and small children who seek refuge